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CANTON,

ReEGRET.

If 1 had known, O loyal heart,
Whon, hand to hand, we sald farewnl],
How for all time our psthe would part,
What rhadow oCer our Triendabip fell,
1 shonld bave clasped your hsnd 80 cliss
lu the warm presare of my own,
Tuat memory siill wouald keep its grasp
If T had known.
If I bad known, when, far and wide,
We lottered through the summer lanid,
uer wandered by onr side,
And e you sire chied (ts swlal pand,
1 should tave hus! o my earele » speech,
To itsten, dear, to every Lone
Thst From your lips foll low and swot,
1f [ had known.

I 1 bad Wnown, when your ko ayes

Met midy e fo pardine, troe snd sed —
Eyes gravoly tonder, gently »ise,

And & uuest, rathe =, more than glad—
How roon tee lds would e above,

A= cold and white a» senlpture 1 stone
1 shoahl have lnuumbwnr; lance,

I bad .

If 1 bhad koown how, from the strife

OF Tears, hopes, passions, hire balow,
Uatn & purer, higher lifes

Tlu!suu were called, O friend, ts go,
[ whouid have steyed my foolls b tears,

And Lushed each idle sigh and moan,
To il you s Lest, long God-apeed,

1 I bad known,

Ir 1 hat koown to what strange placs,

What myatie distaut, silent shore,
You ealmly tarned s vor stesdfast face

What time yoar footst left my door
I rhonid have forged a gollen link

To bnd 1he henrt »o constant grown,
And keep it crnstant pver thers,

If I ad known,

IF T had knows (het, until Desl
Ahall with his fisges toush my hrow,
And #till 1Le qu o¥enine of the breath
That sties with life's full mesniug now,
Bo lotig my feot mus: troad the way
OF our acenstomed paths alone,
I shrild have prie 4 yoor press nos mors,
If [ bad knowa.

If I had kuown bow soon for youo

Direw mesr the snding of the aght,
Ard po your vision fair azd o,

Eternal peace dawned into signl,
1 shonld have Fegamd, na love's last gllt,

youa, hefore Giod's great white theans
Wonld pray for yaur poor friead on earth,
Ii T had known,
= Christion Reid.
e ————

THE HEIRESY LOVER.

“ We're gning. lo take some ocity
boarders,” said Farmer Parsons, as he
Fut his of sngnr and tes into
the big kot he had b t to ‘*the
store” in his wagon, *‘ Wife and I will
he down to fetoh "em to morrow. There's
a lady and rome children, and a young
Iady, & great heiress. She's in moarn-
ing for her uncle that left the property;
»o she can’t go to a lively place. Quite
a8 young _and very pretiy. Two
pounds of rairins, Mr. Jones, and some
:f them currants; reckon a pound ‘Il

o‘.!

News in news in the country. The
farmer’s audience listened intently. The
dooctor—young Doctor Parl—who had
stopped in for letters—the store was
also the toffice—took note of ev
word, Marous Moreland, who
come to post a letter also, remembered
what the old msn had said. As he

walked sway, * Prelty
said to himself, "Mmcgahtha

reputation of being ; probably
she is not half as nice 4 -‘:r.mu
Parsons’ own daughters, heiresses
are apt to think too mmnech of them-
salves,”

* An beiress,” said the doeotor, as he
jumped into his gig. ** Well, I shall go
over to see Parsons pretty soon. No
placs like the country for a courtship,
and a fellow who marries an heiress
need not wait year in and year out to
boild up_his practice. I wonder how
mnch she is really worth? A great
heiress, That oughin't to mean less
than & hundred thousand dollars. I
shonld like & wife with a nioe little bank
nccount of that size. Young and pretty,
too ; it's a rare chance.”

The city boarders came next day. The
loungers at the store saw them get into
i wagon—na fat young matron and
three little girls, a nurse, a baby, and a
young lady dressed in mo The
storekesper’s wife noticoed the elegant
ent of the overskirt whioch-the latter
wore, and more than one saw the dia-

mo ing fiash on her ; but it
mjul::zlri,mdm ¢ was not
a settled point, for no one see her

faoe,
Marons Moreland, who was the poor

an's son, and had just fought | K,

his way through ecollege with a

of teaching the male department of the
distriet sehool ihat winter as his hest
one, while workiog in his father’s gar-
den the next morning, was placed 1n a
position to judge on this matter,

He heard a l;:t:a,m Ilﬂ-g looh"ing
up saw a yeun , and &
very pr;:g {rtl.la boy, ﬂﬁng 1{: terror
from a ectly harmless, broad faced,

white milch cow, who, in the excess of | ®

her contept, as she stood knee-deep .

the water of a pond chewing the cu'®
hed elevated her nostrils, and turnin®
ber slow, brown eyes in the direction of
the pedesirians, nttered a long, low

moo-0-0,

‘““Oh!" sorcamed the young lady,
faintly. *'Can't yon run faster, Tom-1
my ? I think she's coming after us,”

“I heg your pardop, ma'am,” cried
Marcus, jumping the paling fence—
“but Mooly won't toush yon. She
wonldn’t hurt any one. She's perfeoctly
harmleas. Bee!™ and be spproach ed
tha ponl side and patted the white
head. **Bee—we've had her ten years,
and abe's the gentleat creature,” t

“I'm qunite ashamed of myself, bug
I'm not nsed to cows,” maid the youn ;
l-?. ““Ithooght I'd made her angry
and when you have other people’s chil-
dren with you it's such a responsibilivy.
Tom, don't touch the gentleman’s flow-
ers. I'm ashamed of you."”

idea that

For cit y Tom, witha
“the mu.nir,'l‘n'bal to everybody
was helping himself to roses,

Of course after that Marous plucked
flowers for Tom, and & unet for the
young lady ; and as she walked bewitoh-
mgly up the road, with the flowers
lﬂlgl.t her pretty chin, decided that
this heiress certainly was the loveliest
thing that hix eyes had ever rested

upon,

That afternoon dootor Purl rode over
to Mrs. Parsons' ; made a eall; was in-
troduced ; decided that the heiress
was & besuly ; conversed with her in a
manuer ca'cnlated to prove that he at
lesat was no ocountry bumpkin ; made a
point of looking at his elegant watch
before ha lefc ; and had the satisfaction
of fecling that he had made an imprea-
sior,

May Dimple was very young, very in-
experienced, and very willing to think
the best of overybody. At eighteen she
was mistress of a fine fortnue, and be-
iny an orphao, her own misirean alto-
gether. Hor heart waa yot a white, un-
written sheet, and the fAcst that made
lave 1o her was likely to win it. Vagne
longings for that pecnliar tenderoess

|
1

eyes, not blne grav. He went bome in
the first stages of love, and sat at the
window looking at the moon, and think-
ing of her nearly all night.

May had nevar had anything like na
beau in her life. Shut op with an io-
valid nnele in a great city home that was
like & prison—seeing no one but the
doctor and nurse, and now and then
some old gentlemen, whom ler unela
was persusded to sdmit on the score of
old friendship —ahe had no idea that she
might be & belle,

ife was all new to her., Even her
ocousin was anew-founnd relative who had
““taken a notion to her,” when the
friends gathered st the old man's
fonersl.

P-ople who had never remembered
little May natil the news of her heiress-
ship bronght her to their notioe, had
been so very kind sivee, The liberty
she enjoyed msade the quiet conntry-
house s very happy place; and now
two admirers dawned upon her horizon
at once, and made life ** perfectly splen-
did” to May, muoh as the sitnation
wolnld haved, bored muny an experienced
belle,

Matters naturally assnmed this form
as the time jassed on. May had two
lovers, and haraly knew which eshe
liked beat,

Marcus did not make love—he did
not dare—but he looked it. The doctor
made love scientifically ; he had pump-
ed the farmer, who believed that the
voung Iady’s fortune was *‘something
more than common.” He had even
extracted from the mmrried cousin a
statement that **Uncle left everything
to May."

He had three months to work in be-
fore the heiress knew her own powers,
and bad learnt from one gray winter
that lovers follow money thick and fast,
and he was a determined sort of fellow
where there was soything to gain.

Marcus had no plans. His boy’s
heart ran away with him—that was all,
He conld not keep away from May's
pside, por forget her when they were
apart ; and so summer passed and
sutumn spprosched, avd the city folks
were going home, and the district
school was to be opened, and Uonsin
Helen's husband, a hard driven Wall-
sireet man, came down to spend & week
before be took his family home ; and
all this delghtful time was nearly at an
end,

Marcus was to be examined for his
position as teacher ol the echool—a
mere ferm with his fine edueation,

The doctor, 88 & learned gentleman,
was one of the commitles to examine
the cuming schoolma’'sm for the girl's
department,

“* A pleasanter task,” as he said, jest
ingly, **if he ex a to see anybody
there but old Miss Cyothia Alderny and
older Miss Baker.”

May heard a good deal of the school,

ally a8 Farmer Parrons was an-
er of the committes, and she felt an
intereat in it, too; ns Marous was to

It peemed so odd to think of.

Cousin Helen's husband went about
as men always do, and heard more in
s day than the ladies could in =
year. He relurned one evening with a
solemn face, and informed his wife, in
copfidence that the talk of the whole
place was May's fortune, and that the
doctor, who had done nothing but run
after rich women since he came to the
place, was said to be *‘after it."

“ A regular foriune-hunter, my dear,”
said the busband. *“ You mnst use
your inflnence with poor little May."

May meanwhile bad been in her
favorite grove, and there had Marons
Moreland betaken himself to say good-

Poor boy, he had had some bit-
ter hours of The truth that May's
love was the one thing worth havin
upon esrth had dawnea upon him, an

th it the knowledge that he had no
right to offer himself to an heiresa,

w he hated her muney. 1t atood be-
tween them like some awiul *spell, If
she had been the pooiest girl living, he
could have said all that was in his heart
to her—not now.

8o the poor boy uttered a lew falter-
words and went his way.

for me to think he liked
me much,” May, as he left her.
“ How formal and cold he is after all
our sociability,” and a little pang
ni her heart, and she smiled more
brightly on the doctor whben he also
eutered the grove than she had ever
smiled before.

He made love to her that afternocon
after true story-book fashion. On the
e at ‘s he wounld have caused
tender-hearted Iadies to say *‘‘how
sweeb.” It was a pretty little scene,
rebearsed in private. ad May bunt
known it the mght before ; and no ﬁ:rl
ocounld have failed to understand his
parting words,

“To-morrow, before uyou leave, 1
must see yon. You will grant me a
private interview, will you not ? I have
something of intense importance to
mysell, at least, to say to yon. ¥Yon
will lct me see yon in the garden? I—
I—" a falter, & look, a enateh at her
hand, the touch of his lips npon it,

Then the curtain suonld havedroy -
a8 he rode a way in his gig nnd said to
hims~lf :

“T glways was a lucky fellow—to
think that Providence should bave sent
an heiress to snch a place as this, a
pretiy one, too!"”

When May entered the house, a sur-
prise awaited her. Cousin Helen took
ber at once to her bedroom, and there,
behind elosed doors, repeated her hus-
band’s information.

“You know yon are so young and

i ," said she, ‘“and a for-
tone hunter is such a dreadfuol crea-
tare.”

May's face flushed erimson.

“ Do you really think nobody could
love me for myseli?"” she asked, in a
sudden fit of indignation. .

Then common-sense came to her aid.
Che sat quiet for a while, ard then drew
near her ocousin sand whispered some-
thl.nf in her ear. It was a long whiaper.

*“It will prove him,” she said aloud ;

“ and you will help me?"

Cousin Helen promised, and Ma;
retired to her own room, there to nhog
a few not unatural tears,

Night passed ; the morni came,
Thﬂlgl‘;hogl-hunm doors wemngﬂat open
for the first time for months, 'ne
commitiee was to meet at sleven, to ex-
smife the eandidates for the teachers'

itionn.

0ld Farmer Parsops walked over,
algo Farmer Brown, The doctor was
there, and the lawyer, Mr. Tripham

which ouly a lover ean offer already

~esse | her aonl, and she was just the
sort of lLittle woman to forget her own
advantages, and feel vnr[vl gruteful for
love and wdmiration. The doclor was
tall and fine-looking, and she caught
hersell blnshing as she looked into the
giass aftor his departure, nod thought

what & »oft look bad come into his eyes |

a= h= ** Hoped they abould meet agnin.’

Meanwhile Marens Morelanid had been
thivkin ¢ about her mora than sh=
guessed, and l.b_nl evening there was an
other introduction,

Marens d  not mwake big eyes at her,
por tey to show his superiority to his
neighbors, peither had bhe soy gold
walch tooonsult. He was yonogor than
the doot r by ten years, and very muoch
of & boy stll, and the rising moon
found Mayw, her jittle eonsin Tom and
Maurcns all sitiing together on the lower

step of the porch, talking of blackber. |

rying, as three ehildren might.

The bairess wore s linen dress and a
knot of bine ribbon in her hair. Mar-
ous forgot she was an beiress. It was
only s dear little girl, just the nicest
oreatare he ever met, who looked st him
rankly with her blus eyes—real blue

mer, Miss Cynthia Alderny was seen
walking toward the door with a defiant
fece. Miss Baker followed with a
scared one. Marcus Moreland took
his way in, and just as all were settling
into their seats u little figure in baff
linen, with & blue ribboned hat on ita
head, alipped into ons of the doors gud
stood smong them,
Everybady looked up.
“Miss Dimple " said the
" Why, I declare? "
| *Miss Dimple? " said
advaoeing with s gnillant air,
* You, sir,” said May, quietly. ‘1
understund that von examine candi
dates to day., I am foud of teaching,
and when one mast do something, ono
seizes every chauon, you know. May I
bo examined ? "
“1 suppoen you are jesting, Miss
| Dimple,” said the doctor,
“Not L," snid May. “Lsuppose yon
have heard that foolish story about me,
| Two or three hnndred dallars muy be n
very plessant little sum to spend on
summers vacation, but it dossn’t make
one & great heiress.”
. “Folks will talk, you know,” said
farmer Parsons, with u twinkle n Lis

farmer,

the doctor,

eve, *“A poor gul is as respectable as a
rich one, long as she conducts proper,
Set down, Miss Dimple.”

The doctor retired to his seat, his
faoe very pale and rigid. Mareus
Moreland, on the contrary, had flushed
scarlet.

May's two lovers were a strange con-
trast at that moment. For her own
part, she was quieter and sadder and
more womanly than usoal, She went
throngh the examination bravely, nnder
the fire of Miss Cynthia's indignsnt
eyes, and amidst Miss Baker's despond-
ent sighs, Then she walked home apd
writed, as she had promised, in the
garden. Wonld the doetor keep his
engagement? He did.

““ My dear, Misa Dimple,” he eaid, as
he advanced gayly, but not quite natu-
rally. *“I feared 1 should ecarcely get
here in time to bid yon good.by, I'm
sorry the ecommittee think wyou too
young for the place. They've given it
to Miss Oynthia. Roaally, it would be
very dull for yon, very, I told youn I
had nomnthing very partionlar to say
to you—didn't I1? Yon remember, [
see, I didn't think yon wounld. I
wnnted to say that I've really enjoyed

ur little visit to this place so m

ies’ society is a treat to a poor old
bachelor doctor, who expeects to bea
bachelor all his life, by the way. Yom
know what the sociely here is, Misa
Dimple, aud you've quiet hrigiﬂened
the summer for me. I've had a treat,
So that's what I wanted to tell you, and
to bid you a last good-by."”

**Good-by, Dr. Purl,” eaid May, with
a smile,

The man who had made snch despe-
rate love to her the other day, who had
defined his intentions toward her ina
manner no girl could misunderstand,
bad slipped ealmly and smoothly cut of
the affair, and she conld mateh him in
coolnees, girl as she was,

They shook hands,

**Adien,” said the doctor, with the
true Parisian eccent, and jumped into
his gig, thanking heaven that he had
escaped makirg an offer to a poor girl.
The heiress stood by the gate whera
he¢ had Teft her, thanking heaven much
more devoutly for her escape. YetI
shall not say she was happy. It was
not in natare ; for sbe had believed this
man her true and earnest lover. The
first bitter thoughts that bad ever
troubled her young heart filled it now;
her firat glimpse of real life was taken.
As she stood there she began to doubt
that theére waa snch a thing as true love.

A tear or two fell ; she wi them
away ; and through the mist veiled
her eyes, she saw a bright, ardent young
face, strangely in contrast with the coel,
formal, numoved counienance, with its
bhandeome festures and practiced emile,
that had jnst passed from before her
vision. It wns the face of Marcus
Moreiand ; and before she was aware of
his intention he had his arm
abont her waist and kissed her.
“If I never may sgain, I must now,”
be said. *'I have never dared to tell
n whiie 1 thonght you so rich, but
'va loved you since the first day wo
met. We are both poor; let me fight
the battle of life for you. I can do it—
I will do it. God always prospers love
like mine.”
The twilight shadows were creeping
over the noene. The distant monatsins
were losing the faint rose-tips that they
had worn. All was still save for the
distant tinkle of s cow-bell. A soft,
aweet breeze swept up from the nwldé
ows, full of fragranoe of AD
elover. Did these i Er& the
sudden calm and sweetness to May's
wounded heart ?
She stood still making Marcus no an-
swer, but she did oot repulse him.
*““Tell me that you like me a little,"
pleaded the boy.
“T do like Marous,” said May ;
“ but don't ask me any more just now.
I can’t tell yon why, but this is not tho
time. I—I—just say good-by wsow,
Marcns. I must go away to-morrow,
but I will write to yon."”
“* Remember, my love is life or death
to me,” esaid ns, and so they

One day when May felt that sbe had
no longer anything but scorn for her
fortune-bunting doctor, she did wiite
to Marcus Moreland, and wh it she asid
may be inferred from the fact that they
are to be married when the next spring
comes; and that the people at the store,
and doubtless the tor also, already
know thaut Farmer Parsons' pretty
young boarder was really and sotually
an heiress, and that Farmer Parsons, &
shrewd old man with plentfy of good
sense, knew and approved of the ruse
that tested the heiress's lovers all along.

The Wife of Byron's tirandson

Many times may be seen at Brighton
a fair woman, npon whose head falls
the sunshine yet from the eastern
horizon of life ; whosa contours have a
girlish roundness, but whose festores
in to show the harsh touch of the
chisel of care, Looking npon her, one
would believe her to be a girl yet, for
her years cannot be more than twenty-
three—one who has been a very Payche
of girls, and who is not yet far sepa-
rated from s radiant, buoysnt youth,
And yet this fair woman is one whose
name has been smirched one of tha
most monstrous scandals of fashionable
English society, Bhe is the wife of a
member of the proudest aristoeracy in
the world, who is heir to two earldoms,
aud whose wealth ia so great that he
himself hardly knows its extent. This
is Liord Wentworth, son of Lady Love-
lace, who wua ** Ada, sole daughter of
the hearth and home” of the poet,
Lord Byron. By the paternal line, he
will inherit the title and honors of Lord
Lovelace ; by the maternal, he came in
Eomion of his present one. Ada
yron, the first Lady Lovelace, was of
& very tempeiament, inheriting
from her father the morbid conditions
which in Lis case were & reactionary
effect of emotional dissipat.ons, bnt
in hers a constitntional depression.
Hers was not a happy married
life, although ome fres from scan-
dal, and TLord Lovelace, when
he was mistaken for & servant by the
pretty widow who was afterwards his
wife, upon the hotel steps at Madrid,
perhaps felt the flest warmth of the
revived emotion which Lord Byron's
pulseless danghter had chilled to almost
death. She transmitted a peouliar
mental sonstitution to her sons, The
older, Lord Ockham, who wonld have
been Lord Wentworth had he not died
before the title desvended from the
elder brunch, in his early yonth abandon-
ed his home, his lnxurious habits, and
all the refived associations of nis rank,
snd worked for months in a blscksmith’s
shop. Later, he married a publican’s
danghter and died soon after his mar-
ringe, Dying ochildlesa, the title
of Lord Wentworth passed over
him to Lady Lovelace's second son,
who now bears it, It is told of this no-
blemnan thai, ops evening, going inko
tho theatre, he made 8 bet with one of
his eompanions that he would mnrry
the most beantiful woman st the play
that night, It chanced that the lovely
danghter of a Noweastle elergyman oc
cupied a stall nenr the young man, and
befors the curtain had fallen upoun the
drama of that night the tragedy of their
lives had began, for Lord Wentworth
dotermined ou the spot to make the fair
girl his wife, Of the snbseqnent ap-
pearnnee of the eonple in the divoree
courts, of the shameful cherges brought
against the wife, who seemed to have s
lover for every chauge of the weather,
of the drendful eounter charges brought
against her huosband, who seemed to
have in him ‘be morbid taint of his ao-
ocestry, all England knows [ull well.

THE WHITE LILY.
Tow rone in the gqueen of the garden and jjrove,
And deasly itw beauty and sweelviess | Love;
BHat what can for onces with the iy compare—
The gracefu'-formoa iily, so modest and falr T

Rwaat piablem of purity, spotless white,

With whyly-bent head on the sfom hanging Hght,
How lovely art thou among the violets hioe,

Thy gentlo eyes bathed In the clear morning dow

Oh! spresd thy soft leaves to the snmmer snn's Tay;
Fair flower, can such besuty as thine v'er decay 7
Thy white and green glory doth ever forth shine
Vo the praise of thy bonotifn] Maker Jdivine,

Oh, bloam, Hly fair, in noon’™ radiant light,

Then fold thy pale leaves when the sun sinks
night,

And dew-drops are falling and sparkling on thee

Woen tho moon spreads bher silver wings oven tur
rea !

When 1% laid in the dast, though tever & slena

Mark the spot where 1 slmmnber, unwept sno
known,

Amaong the long grass that above me whall wava

May s pure, modest 1ily bend over my grave

'

(h ! fairer thao Hes pures lot ma bo dressed,

That my =pirit may walk in the groves of the hlost
In the garden above all beantoous sand fair,

For the Lily Divione of the Valley blooms there

—————

JOSIE’'S WEDDING GIFT,

CHAPTER L
“ And so I am to understand that yon
itively refuse to give np that yonng
ortune-hunter, Mar naduke Marly 2"

“T do positively rafuse.”

“Even after the bankruptey which
bag rednoed him to beggury, you still
wish to falfill your engagement ?"

** Most certainly.”

hear me"—savd Captain
Wychlerly—a retired naval officer in
the United States service—dashed hia
stont cane npon the floor with an em-
phesis that made the glasses and de-
oanters jingle—** and mark what I say |
If yon persist in such obstinate dis-
obedience to my wishes, by Jove I'll
disinherit yon, The day that you be-
come bis wife will find you homeless
and penniless, And yon may both
sweep the croessings for a living, for all
I care, for I'll nevér help you to a

Josie’s cheeks burned scarlet.

*“And I pay,” she retorted, her blue
syea all aflame with honest indignation,
“that no consideration of broad acres
or bank-stock, or evén the commands
of a father '"—hero she ochoked down a
rising sob—*‘can tempt Josie Wycherly
to break her word."

* Think,” said her father, “of the
homes where E—im Want sits day after
dsy beside hearth-stone, where
children with pinched features snd
hollow eyes beg wainly for the food
whioch is denied them ; and yet yon de-
liberately choose smch a fate as this!"
Josie’s heart qnailed a little, for,
like all refined wemen, she loved the
eane and luxnry which weslth eould
urohase, and which she all her life
ad enjoyed. But she loved Marmas-
duke and her own honor more.

** We plighted our troth with youth-
ful consent and approwval,” she arguned.
“H he has been unfortunate, it i
'ainly my duty to cling fo and com-
ort him. I bhave given my sacred
promise, and shall keep it.”
And her father, recogniszi the
Wycherly obstinacy knew that further
remonstrance waa nuseless. But being
by nature despotie, snd expecting to re-
cecive at home the same implicit obedi-
ence he had exacted on & man-of-
war, he raved and swore and scolded so
pontinually at being balked in his plans,
that poor Josie waa glad to yield to her
lover's entreaties, and become his wife,
to escape pesecution st home.

8o one morning they quietly walked
to the nearest church, and in the pres-
ence of a few [riends, to whom they had
conflided the circumstance, Josie Wych-
erly was, e‘:{ s few brial sentenoes,
transformed into Mrs. Marly. BScarcely
had the bridal party left the chureh
when they were confronted by OCaptain
Wycherly, his stont cane coming down
emphatically at every step, his eyes
blasing with wrath.

“8o youn have been hatching {onr
mutiny under my very rool, and have
ontwitted the old man at last | " he ex-
claimed, glaring on the trembling bride,
who stood surrounded by her fear-
stricken friends, ** Hope you'll find
smooth ssiling with E‘::mr pretty eraft,
young man ; for by the heathen gods,

ou'll never see the eolor of old Mark
{!'yuherly’s money. I'll disinherit the
ungrateful girl this very day |
And he meant to be as good as his
word ; for he walked straight from the
chureh to the law offlee 0. Hunt &
Ketohum, and astonished the senior of
that firm requesting them to draw
up a new will, leaving all his effects,
real and personal, to the Beamen’s
Charitable Fund, and sériking out the
name of hia danghter Josephine from
that important doonment altogether.

“But, my dear sir, it is impoassible to
execnute the provisions of such a doou-
ment,” replied the bland and smiling
Mr. Hunt. *“Such .l will w&lmld be
illegml, and oon.ut;;uont y worthless.”™

“Confound it!" eaid the irate old
sea-dog; “‘do you mean to tell me that
& man 030 not sail bis own craft in any
waters he chooses "

And after several stormy interrnptions,
the 'awyer at last made it clear to his
wrathfnl client that, m order to be
legal, the will must eontain the name of
Miss Josephine as legatee, be the sum
ever so small. .

“Very well, ‘uvinoe it’mnnt l:]a ;o."bere;
plied Captain Wycherly; an e n
his shaggy head te the reading of the
doenment that conveyed railroad shares,
bank stock, and far.wing lands, amonnt-
ing in all to half a milhon of dollnrn] to
the aforesaid charitable fund, snd left
to his daughter, “*Mrs. Josephine Marly,
the sum of two dollars, to buy a stool
of repentancs, whereon she could sit
and reflect upon the ingratitnde of her
conduet to an indulgent father.”

“And may add,” said the old
man, with a grim smile, *‘the Wycherly
homestead to her portion also.™

*“The Wycherly homestead 7"’ repeated
Mr. Hunt. *“I can not ssy that I ever
heard of it before.”

*“Ha ! ha!" rosred Captain Wycherly,
who relished a joke now nnd then, *'I
dare say you never did—hua, ha! Ten
aores in all, and the most ba-ren, nopro-
ductive soil econceivable—covered with
rocks and stones, and watered by the
blackest, dirtiest stream that ever ran,
with a few gnarled and moss-grown
apple treds, shading a log hnt in their
midst—snch is the birthplace of all the
dead and gone Wycherlys for genera-
tions past—a magnificent place—ha, ha!
Or, stay; instead of puttipg it in the
will, suppose yon make ont a dead of
the place, and presentit to Mis. Joseph-
ino Marly, as a wedding gift from her
affectionate father, on condition that she
and her hnsband spend the honsymoon
there, I've heard thst my gentleman
was something of an amateur artist, and
he cannot fail to admire the scenery.”

And with this parting joke the Captain
went his way,

So that evening Mrs Josie Marly, sit-
ting by her husband’s side, in their
lod. ings, wns surprised with a package
of paper from the office of Huot &
Ketohum, setting forth the above condi-
tions, and indorsing the d-ed bto the
Wycherly homestead.

* We will go, won't ws, dear 'Doke !
whisperad Josie, her red lips quivering,
and a tear or two glittering on the
siiken brow Inshoes that shaded her sweet
bine eyea. ‘T think we'd better go,
dear ; not for the land, which it appears
in worthlesas enough; but it is papa’s
request, and, perhaps—it's the last that

hw ever will make " and here she broke
down in & tempest of sobs and tears.

For thongh she had willfully dis-
ohuyed him, yot, next to her busband,
Josie loved the stern, tyrannical old
miun whom she called father.
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